Margaret guessed at Monica's type -' Italiano Inglesiato'
they had named it: the crude feminist of the South, whom,
one respects but avoids. And Helen had turned to it in
her need!
4 You must not think that we shall never meet/ said Helen,
with a measured kindness, 'I shall always have a room for
you when you can be spared, and the longer you can be
with me the better. But you haven't understood yet, Meg,
and of course it is very difficult for you. This is a shock to
you. It isn't to me, who have been thinking over our
futures for many months, and they won't be changed
by a slight contretemps, such as this. I cannot live in
England.'
'Helen, you've not forgiven me for my treachery. You
couldn't talk like this to me if you had.'
*Oh, Meg dear, why do we talk at all?' She dropped a
book and sighed wearily. Then, recovering herself, she
said: 'Tell me, how is it that all the books are down here?'
' Series of mistakes.'
'And a great deal of the furniture has been unpacked/
'All.'
c Who lives here, then ?*
'No one.9
' I suppose you are letting it, though.9
'The house is dead/ said Margaret, with a frown. 'Why
worry on about it ? *
'But I am interested. You talk as if I had lost all my
interest in life, I am still Helen, I hope. Now this hasn't
the feel of a dead house. The hall seems more alive even
than in the old days, when it held the Wilcoxes' own.
things.'
' Interested, are you ? Very well, I must tell you, I suppose.
My husband lent it on condition we - but by a mistake all
our things were unpacked, and Miss Avery, instead of - '
She stopped. 'Look here^ I can't go on like this. I warn
you I won't. Helen, why should you be so miserably unkind
to me, simply because you hate Henry ?'
* I don't hate him now/ said Helen. *I have stopped
being a schoolgirl, and, Meg, once again, I'm not being
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